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and that if he should speak to me I should give him
some simpering reply.

Will they never begin the wretched concert? I see
myself sitting here until the small hours.  Yes, they
are beginning now. I have not seen this accompanist
for years* He does not look the man he was; he is
having trouble with his digestive system. While he is
fussing with the piano, I have time to wonder what it-
is like being an accompanist whose digestion is going
to pieces. The singer stands before us. Before he has
sung a note, I recognize that he belongs to the ultra-
interpretative school, because he pulls a curious face at
us, I know that he will go on pulling these faces, some-
times looking slightly mad and at other times re-
sembling a man who has just swallowed some un-
pleasant liquid, because he and his singing master are
under the impression that these grimaces improve
Schubert, and he has been told to suggest Joy, Dis-
may, Wonder.   I know, too, that he will not have
much of a voice. And I am right in both instances,
and throughout his  strange facial  contortions  and
hoarse whisperings I take a mournful pleasure in my
Tightness. When he has done, we applaud, and more
people arrive, looking like members of the Spanish
Inquisition entering a town full of notorious heretics.
The violinist is better, and indeed plays very well,
so that for a few minutes I can forget my little gilt
chair. But she has a friend or two, somewhere in the
front row, and every now and then she opens a
wickedly expressive dark eye and gleams at these